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CUPID & PSYCHE: 


I. 


O STAY thoſe tears! the beldam cries, 
Ill dreams good fortunes oft forerun, | 

Like doyds which ſkirt the morning ſkies, 
But melt before the noon-day ſun. 


Chaſe from thy ſoul this idle grief, 
And let my words thine ear engage; 
Thy fears perchance may find relief, 


E'en from the garrulous tales of age. 

* 10 5 

Once ſtately. reign'd a king and queen, 
As bards of other times have told, 


The happieſt that were ever ſeen 
To flouriſh in the days of old. 


A2 


Three daughters bleſs'd their nuptial bed; 
Two daughters exquilitely fair, 

Who many a fond youth captive led ; 
Made many a hapleſs youth deſpair. 


The youngeſt—but no tongue ſo warm, 
Though matchleſs eloquence be given, 

May dare pourtray her finiſh'd form, 
The primeſt of the works of heaven ! 


Say, to delight the wondering earth, 
Does ſhe amongſt us mortals roam, 
Who from the blue deep took her birth, 
Her nurture from the ſparkling foam ? 


O'er her warm cheek's vermillion dye 
Waves, lightly waves, her dark brown hair; 
Bright as the winter ſtar her eye, 


Yet peaceful as the ſummer air, 


No 


No one to Paphos takes his way, 
Cnidos, Cythera, charm no more ; 

No throngs with votive chaplets gay, 
Th' immortal VE 1 us now adore, 


Her temples all in ruin lie, 
Her altars cold, to duſt reſign'd, 
Her withering garlands flap, and fly, 
And ruſtle in the hollow wind. 


Whilſt on the mortal maid they ſhower 
The offerings they to her ſhould bring, 
And offer to this fairer flower 
The faireſt flow'rets of the ſpring. 


To her young girls their wiſhes breathe, 
Commend the fond youth to her care; 
Bind round her brows the roſy wreath, 


And ſigh to her the ardent prayer. 


III. 


III. 


Parent of nature, nurſe of joy, 


From whom the elements ariſe; 
Thou to whom Ida's ſhepherd boy 
Rightly adjudg'd the golden prize, 


O Venus! will thy better part, 
Immortal love, incline to ſpare; 
Or female envy taint thy heart, 
And plant the Fiend of Vengeance there ? 


VEnvus has called her winged child, 
And with malignant pleaſure laugh'd, 
That boy who lawleſs, wicked, wild, 


At random aims the flaming ſhaft. 


He who all deeds of darkneſs owns, 
Who breaks ſo oft the nuptial tye, 

And whilſt his luckleſs victim groans, 
On careleſs pinions flutters by.— 


The 


The dangerous power, to PsyenE's bower 


She with vindictive fury led, 


And bade him thus his vengeance ſhower 


On the deteſted virgin's head: 


6 By a mother's ſacred name, 

« By thine arrows tipp'd with flame, 
« By thy joys which often borrow +» 
« Of Deſpair moſt bitter ſorrow, 

« Make thy parent's rival know 

« Unimaginable woe! 

« May ſhe love without return, 

« May her ſenſeleſs paſſion burn 

« For ſome wretch of abject birth, 

« Wandering outcaſt of the earth ; 

« Be for him her fond heart torn, 

« May e'en he her torments ſcorn, 

« That all womankind may ſee 

« What it is to injure me. 

Make thy parent's rival know 


« Unimaginable woe!” 


Then 


"is * 


Then kiſs'd her ſon, and fleet as wind 

She ſeeks old Ocean's dark green caves— 
Her ivory feet with roſes twin'd 

Bruſh lightly o'er the trembling waves. 


IV. 
Young Ps ven ſtill more beauteous grows, 
She ſeems unconſcious of her charms ; 
Yet no one plucks this opening role, 


She takes no ſuitor to her arms. 


Each ſiſter ſhines a regal bride, 
In ſweet connubial union bleſt ; 
Each moves conſpicuous in the pride 


Of ſceptred ſtate and ermin'd veſt. 


But Ps V eHE owns no lawful lord, 
She walks a goddeſs from above ; 
All ſaw, all prais'd, and all ador'd, 


But no one ever dar'd to love. 


Yet half-form'd wiſhes ſtill will ply 
With feveriſh dreams th' unpraQtis'd mind, 
When *the clos'd eye, unknowing why,“ 


Its wonted ſlumbers fails to find. 


Though the blank heart no paſſion owns, 
Some ſoft ideas will intrude, 

And the ſick girl in filence moans 

Her dull unvaried ſolitude! 


V. 
Her father ſees his darling's grief, 
Suſpects the jealous wrath of heaven, 
Hopes from the Oracle relief, 
And alks the fate the Gods had given. 


« On the mountain ſummit laid 

* In her grave-clothes be the maid. 
tr Never ſhall thine eyes behold 

« Son in law of mortal mould; 


B « But 
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« But a monſter girt with wings, 
« Fierceſt of created things, 
« Scattering flames his hours employing, 
Heaven alike and earth annoying: 
« Him the dread decrees of fate 
1 Deſline for thy daughter's mate.” 
„ 
Graceful his ſilver treſſes flow 
He does not rend his hoary hair, 
He utters not the ſhriek of woe, 


Nor vents the curſes of deſpair; 


He does not wring his aged hands, 

No tear drop fills his frozen eye; , 
But as a ſtatue fix'd he ſtands 

In ſpeechleſs, ſenſeleſs agony ! 
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VI. 
Tis hard to force its better part 
From the diſtracted ſoul away; 


But heaven decrees—man's burſting heart 


In vain repines—he muſt obey ! 


Now role the inauſpicious morn, 
Mantling in clouds the low'ring ſkies, 


When from her parents muſt be torn 
The victim of the Deſtinies. 


Loud wailings fill the troubled air, 
Cold tremors every heart aſſail, 
And the low murmurs of deſpair 


Ride fullen on the hollow gale. 


Onward the ſad proceſſion goes: 
Do wedding gueſts then creep ſo flow ? 
Say, is it from the bridemaid flows 


The long and ſable train of woe ? 


B 2 


And 


And who are they, who rob'd in white, 
Their black funereal torches wave, 
Which ſhed around ſuch pale blue light 


As iſſues from the dead man's grave ? 


They are the bridal train—yet mark, 
They carol loud with tuneful breath: 

*Tis not the ſong of marriage—hark ! 
They flowly chant the dirge of Death. 


The mountains utmoſt height they gain, 


They pour the agonizing prayer; 
For ſoon the melancholy train 
Mult leave the ſad devoted fair, 


Yet Ps ven chides the tears that fall, 
F'en in her ſhroud outmaſters fear, 
Wraps round her beauteous limbs the pall, 
And dauntleſs mounts the bridal bier. 


VII. 


| VII. 
O SLEtxzy! (ſweet friend of humankind, 
Whoſe magic chains all joy to wear, 
Who, ſoother of the afflicted mind, 
Strew'ſt roſes on the bed of care; 
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"Twas thou, o'er Psycnz's fluttering ſoul, 
Benignly ſhed'ſt thine opiate charms ; 

Spell-bound ſhe own'd thy mild controul, 
Soft cradled in thy downy arms: 


Till wafted on young Zeruvr's wings 
To a fair vale's ſequeſter'd bowers ; 
Who the unconſcious maiden brings, 


And lays her on a couch of flowers. 


VIII. 

She wakes—and to her glad ſurvey - 
Riſe round her, high o'er-arching trees, 
Whoſe branches gemm'd with bloſſoms gay, 
-Throw perfumes to the lingering breeze. 


And 
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And ſhaded from the noon-tide beam, 
There ſlowly, flowly curling roll'd 
Its ſilvery waves a lucent ſtream 


O'er ſands of granulated gold. 


And in the centre of the wood, 
Not ſuch as kings inhabit here, 

A vaſt and tower-flank'd palace ſtood, 
Nor ſuch as mortal hands could rear. 


Of ivory was the fretted roof, 
On golden columns proudly rais'd, 
And filver carvings maſſy proof 
The walls of ebony emblaz'd. 


Round luſtres wreaths of diamonds fix'd, 
Their priſmy rays profuſely pour, 

And amethyſts with emeralds mix'd 
Inlaid the teſſellated floor. 


And 
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And thus the ſtartled ſtranger greet, 
Within no earthly form confin'd, 
Voices, as diſtant muſic ſweet, 


That floats upon the evening wind. 


« Lull to reſt this cauſeleſs fear; 
« PsycuE ! thou art miſtreſs here. 

6 Happy beyond human meaſure, 

« Slake thy thirſting ſoul in pleaſure ; 

Slaves to thy majeſtic lover, 

« Air-form'd ſprites around thee hover, 

« Ever for thy bidding ſtay, 

“ Inſtant thy commands obey.” | 


wo wal Yo 


She aſks for meat—and quick as thought, 
The banquet's ſpread with ſumptuous fare, 
By her aerial ſervants brought, 
With bowls of ſparkling neQar there. 


And 
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And flute, and harp, and voice, to fill 
The choral harmony unite, 

And make each raptur'd nerve to thrill 
And vibrate with intenſe delight. 


How ſwift the happy hours are fled! 
For night invites her to repoſe, 
And on the filk-embroider'd bed 


Her wearied frame the virgin throws. 


Now Darkneſs o'er the filent ſphere 
Her raven-tinQur'd reign aſſumes— 
She ſtops her breath, ſhe chills to hear 
The ruſtling ſound of fluttering plumes. 


Lone, unprotected, and forlorn, 
Her heart beats high with new alarms : 
And ere breaks forth the golden morn, 
Her wedded huſband leaves her arms ? 


Returning 
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Returning with departing day, 
He ſtill eludes the anxious fair, 
Ere Twilight riſes rob'd in gray, 
And wrings the rain-drops from her hair. 


IX. 
Though circling o'er, the laughing hours 
In ſtill-encreafing raptures roll'd, 
Oft gleams the path beſprent with flowers 
With tints too bright, too bright to hold! 


Thus ſpeaks the Invis1sLe, and ſighs, 
And claſps her in his warm embrace, 
While the large tear-drops from his eyes 


Fall humid on her burning face: 


« Life of my beating heart! o'er thee 
“ Impending danger ſcowls : beware! 
« With anxious ſoul I ſhuddering ſee 


© The cruel fates their lures prepare. 


c t Soott 
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« Soon ſhall thy ſiſters ſeek thee near, 
« With loud lament, and piercing wail, - 
« And thou each well known voice ſhalt hear, 
« Borne fitful on the moaning gale. 


« Then, though thy very ſoul will _ 
« To bid thy meſſengers convey 
« The wiſh'd for viſitants; O turn! - 
« Turn from their plaints thine ear away. 


« If nature's feelings conquer ſtill, 

« And thou muſt wayward tempt thy fate, 
“ Thou know'ſt, obedient to thy will, 

« What myſtic menials round thee wait. - 


« Yet as perdition thou wouldſt ſhun, 
« Or everlaſting miſery dread, 


« Our dark myſterious union 
« Veil in the filence of the dead. 


« For 
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« For theſe the truths the Fates unfold : 
« We in theſe bowers may ever dwell, 
« Tf mortal eye ſhall ne'er behold 
6 This form, nor tongue my ſecrets tell. 


« While from our glad embrace will riſe, 
« Pure from all taint of earthly leaven, 
« An infant inmate of the ſkies, 
« The faireſt of the hoſt of heaven. 


“Then ſpare thyſelf, thy huſband ſpare, 
« And ſpare thy child, as yet unborn; 

© Daſh not the dark clouds of deſpair 
« Upon the ruddy hues of morn.” 


X. 
Gaily we launch our little bark, 
The ſunbeams on the waters play, 
While cloſe behind the ravenous ſhark 
Expecting waits his deſlin'd prey. 


C2 We 
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We fail along the whirlpool's brink, 
Unheeding join the ſong of glee, 

But ah! too late aghaſt we ſhrink, 
When whelm'd beneath the treacherous ſea. 


Psych has heard the warning ſtrain— 
Reſiſtleſs wiſhes reſtleſs ſpring, 

She ſlights the ſtrain, and bids her train 
Of ſwift-wing'd ſprites her ſiſters bring, 


Her childhood's friends ſhe joys to meet, 
No ſhade of danger here can find: 


Though mingled in communion ſweet, 


They cannot ſound the viewlels mind} 


Lock'd in her ever-faithful breaſt, 
Her ſecret all diſcovery braves, 
Saſe as the orient pearl, will reſt, 


Beneath unfathomable waves. 


And 
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« And who is he whoſe natal ſtar 
« With ſuch peculiar ſplendor ſhines, 
« Whoſe treaſury thus exceeds ſo far 


« All India's inexhauſted mines?“ 


« O! *tis a youth whoſe ruddy cheek 

« Vies with the morn's vermillion dye, 
« Or emulates the clouds that ſtreak 

« With crimſon tints the evening ſky. 


« And mantled he in lively green 

« Up the high mountain joys to go, 
“ Or in the wild-wood chace is ſeen 

« The foremoſt with his Gilver bow,” 


Homewards the fiſters now return, 
Their boſoms charg'd with deadly hate, 
And with exceſſive envy burn, 


And curſe their own inferior fate. 


XI. 


+ 
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XI. ; 
Exulting Ps ven bids again 
Th' obedient ſprites her ſiſters bear; 
Borne by the miniſtering train, 
Again arrive the balcful pair. 


« And who is he whoſe natal ſtar 
« With ſuch peculiar ſplendor ſhines, 
« Whoſe treaſury thus exceeds fo far 


« All India's inexhauſted mines?“ 


« Q! he's a man unbroke by care, 
He's hale, and gay, and vigorous yet, 
« Though here and there a hoary hair 

« Gleams filvery midſt his locks of jet. 


« Ceaſe, ceaſe thoſe fables,“ then replied 
One ſiſter with unfeeling ſcorn, 

And “ ceaſe thy tales,“ the other cried, 
Nor ſtrive to hide thy ſtate forlorn.“ 


cc _ 


ce Still ever erring from the truth, 
« Guileful thy childiſh tongue has ran 
« Thy huſband neither glows with youth, 
« Nor the gray honors boaſts of man; 


« He wears no human form—we know 
„ Unerring are the words of heaven; 
« And of all humankind the foe 
« Thee for a mate the Gods have given, 


c We know him well—then wherefore hide 
« From thy dear ſiſter's love thy care, 

« Nor to our kindred breaſts confide 
e The ills that thou art doom'd to bear?“ 


Then as they wipe the artful tear, 
Loud on the pitying Gods they call, 

Till ſooth'd by love, or urg'd by fear, 
The trembling Ps ven told them all. 
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« We knew it well !—nay do not ſtart,” 
The baſe malignant fury cried, 

« We know, unhappy girl ! thou art 
« A vaſt and venom'd ſerpent's bride. 


= We learnt it from the neighbouring hinds, 


« Whoevery night his form ſurvey, 
« As through yon chryſtal ſtream he winds 
In ſlimy folds his ſinuous way. 


& Or as at day-break he along . 
« In many a ſpiral volume trails, 

And vibrates quick his forky tongue, 
« And glitters in his burniſh'd ſcales. 


« Yes! though with heaven's own tranſports warm 
Thy ſoul in boundleſs rapture ſwims, 
« Soon coil'd around thy ſlender form, 


« He'll writhing cruſh thy mangled limbs! 


Thus 


25 


Thus the Hyæna ſpeaks and weeps— 
Cold damps on Psycus's forehead ſtart, 
Her tingling fleſh with horror creeps, 
The life-blood curdling in her heart. 


All ghaſtly pale her beauteous cheek, 
She throws her moonſtruck gaze around, 


Utters a feeble, faultering ſhriek, 
And ſenſeleſs ſinks upon the ground. 


| XII. 
As ſome parch'd up and withering flower 
Reviving ſucks the evening dew, 
To feel next day the ſcorching power 


Of the meridian ſun anew ; 


So when th' Unxxown's diſtracted wife 
Recovers her unwelcome breath, 
She only hails returning life 


To ſhudder at approaching death. 
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The fiſters ſtill their ſchemes purſue, 
Their vengeance ripens in the bud, 
And thus they urge her to embrue 

Her weak and innocent hands in blood. 


« Cut thou the knot the Fates have tied, 
“Nor let diſmay thine efforts damp, 

« But in the figur'd tapeſtry hide, 
* To guide thy ſtroke, this antique lamp, 


« And take this dagger keen and bright, 
« And when his eyes are clos'd in reſt, 
Directed by the faithful light, 
Deep plunge it in the monſter's breaſt. 


Thou who in love's ſoft dreams haſt felt, 
Whilſt envying Gods were hovering near, 
Thy ſoul in ſweet delirium melt, 


Say, canſt thou ſlay thy lover dear? 


And 
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And canſt thou ſpread thy murderous toils 
For him thy ſoul's beſt joy of late? 
Ah me! her ſickening heart recoils, 


Diſguſted from her viperous mate. 


XIII. 
Her mantle o'er them Darkneſs throws, 
On the Unxxown ſoft languors creep, 
Who leaves his falſe one to repoſe 
In the more faithful arms of ſleep. 


Now trembling, now diſtracted; bold, 
And now irreſolute ſhe ſeems; 

The blue lamp glimmers in her hold, 
And in her hand the dagger gleams. 


Prepar'd to ſtrike ſhe verges near, 
The blue light glimmering from above, 
The x1Dgous SIGHT expects with fear, 
—And gazes on the GOD OF LOVE! 


D 2 


Not 
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| [ Not ſuch a young and frolic child 


| As poets feign, or ſculptors plan ; 
| | No, no, ſhe ſees with tranſport wild, 


Eternal beauty veil'd in man. 


His cheeks ingrain'd carnation glow'd 


- 
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Like rubies on a bed of pearls, 
And down his ivory ſhoulders flow'd 


In cluſtering braids his golden curls. ; 


Soft as the cygnet's down his wings, 
And as the falling ſnow-flake fair, 

Each light elaſtic feather ſprings, 
And dances in the balmy air. 


The pure and vital ſtream he breathes, 
Makes e'en the lamp ſhine doubly bright, 


Which its gay flame enamour'd wreathes, / 


And gleams with ſcintillating light. 
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There looſely ſtrung that bow was hung, 
Whoſe twanging cord Immortals fear, 


And on the floor his quiver flung, 
Lay, ſtor'd with many an arrow, near. 


Graſp'd in her ſacrilegious hands, 


She with the arrows play'd, and laugh'd— 


The crimſon on her finger ſtands, 
She's wounded by the poiſon'd ſhaft! 


The red blood riots in her veins, 
Her feveriſh pulſes wildly beat, 

Whilſt every waken'd fibre ſtrains 
And throbs with palpitating heat. 


With eyes, where ſparkling rapture ſwims, 
She contemplates his ſleeping grace, 
Hangs fondly o'er his well-turn'd limbs, 


And joins to his her fervid face. 


But 
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But as her views intent to foil, 

Or as that form it long'd to kiſs, 
Dropt from the lamp the burning oil, 
Arous'd him from his dreams of bliſs. 


Sudden loud thunders ſhake the ſkies, : 
Th' enchanted palace ſinks around, 
And ſanguine- ſtreaming fires ariſe, - 


Meteorous from the trembling ground. 


. And ſwift as when in fury hurls 
Jove's red right arm the forky light, 
The wounded Godhead eddying whirls 
Into the heaven of heavens his flight. 


XIV. 
In vapoury twilight damp and chill, 
The languid ſtar fades pale away, 


The high peak of the diſtant hill 
Is gilded by the gleams of day. 


And 
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And who is that diſtracted fair 
Reclin'd beneath yon ſpreading yew, 
Swoln are her eyes, her dark brown hair 
Is pearly with the morning dew ? 


— 
— 


—_ 


Her ſpring of life now ſeems to flag, 
In wild delirium now ſhe raves— 

O!] ſee, from that o'er-jutting crag 
She plunges in the foaming waves ! 


But he who o'er the ſtream preſides 
The frantic girl in pity bore, 

As on the billow trim he rides, 
In ſafety to th* oppoſing ſhore. 


There in a bower with wood-moſs lin'd, 
With violets blue, and cowſlips gay, 
Old Pan, by Canxa's fide reclin'd, 


Sung many a ruſtic roundelay. 


* 
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While wandering from his heedleſs eyes, 
His white goats cropp'd the neighbouring brake, 
The God in this unfaſhion'd guiſe 
With no ungentle feelings ſpake : 


« Sweet girl! though rural is the air 

« That I the king of ſhepherds wear, 

* As allay'd ſilver, tried, and ſage, 

« And prudent are the words of age. 

« Then liſt, O liſt, ſweet girl to me! 

« By my divining power I ſee, 

« Both from thy often-reeling pace, 0 
e And from thy pale and haggard face, 


e And from thy deep and frequent ſigh, 
« While grief hangs heavy on thine eye, 
| « That all the ills thou'rt doom'd to prove 
« Are judgments of the Gop of Lovs.— 
Then lift, O liſt, ſweet girl to me, 
« Seck not by death thy ſoul to free, 


But 
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« But caſt thy cares, thy griefs away, 
« To Cueip without ceaſing pray, 

* And ſoon that ſoft luxurious boy 

« Will tune anew thy mind to Joy.” , 


XV. 
The ſhipman ſecks his native vales, 
He's come afar from o'er the ſea, 
He longs to tell his wond'rous tales 


Of dangers on the ſtormy lee. 


He'll tell the wonder-ſtirring tales | 
To thoſe dear friends he left behind— 
Ah me! within his native vales 


His ſickening ſoul no friend can find. 


Thus Psycus to one fiſter goes, 
That fiſter's vital ſpark is fled: 

To meet the other next ſhe roſe, 
But ſhe is numbered with the dead. 


= And 


34 


And ſhe will ſeck her father's State, 
And there her parents' bleſſings crave— 
Preſs'd by the heavy hand of fate, | 
They too reſt peaceful in the grave ! 


XVI. 
And now the milk-white Albatroſs, 
To VEtnvus, who in Ocean laves 
Circled with Sea-nymphs, ſcuds acroſs 


On oary wings the rippling waves. 


« Great queen,” the feather'd chatterer ſaid, 
* Know'ſt thou not what thy hopeful ſon, + 
« Enamour'd of a worthleſs maid, 


« Has in his amorous folly done? 


% No Nymph, no Muſe thy boy adores, 
« No Grace, no Goddeſs is his flame, 
« His love he on a mortal pours, 


« And Ps ven is the damſel's name. 


« And 
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te And groaning now within thy fane, 
“In anguiſh penitent lies he, 

« For he too late has felt the bane 
« Of female curioſity.” 


Vzxvus aſcends her golden car, 
Arch'd moon-like, ſtarr'd with many a gem, 
Four ſnow-white doves ſhe calls from far, 
And throws the ſilken yoke o'er them. 


Round her, her ſparrows chirping play, 
Exulting ſtrain their little throats, 
And all the warblers of the ſpray | 
Pour ſweetly their mellifluous notes. 


She cuts the clouds, ſhe ſkims the heaven, 
Till, reach'd the palace of the ſky, 
Her fanciful beheſt is given 
To the wing'd herald Mercury. 


EQ « Take 


« Take thou this volume in thy hand 


« With Psycne's hiſtory mark'd, and name, 
« And thus in every clime and land, 
% And every ſtate aloud proclaim, 


« If any man ſhall ſeize and bring 

« The flying daughter of a king, 
« Handmaid of Venus, or will tell 
« Where Psycux now conceal'd may dwell, 
« Let him to Murtia repair, 
« Make the much wiſh'd diſcovery there, 

« And CYTHEREA, queen of charms, 

« Sole ſovereign of extatic bliſſes, 
« Will claſp him in her grateful arms, 


« And greet him with ſeven fervid kiſſes !” 


XVII. 
Now four long tedious moons are ſpent, 
She hears no tidings of her lord, 
Yet ſtill her wandering ſteps are bent 


In ſearch of him her ſoul ador'd, 
She 
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She pray'd at CERES'“ corn-wreath'd ſhrine, 
And Ju xo's altar deck'd with flowers, 

But ſternly bound by pact divine, 

No ſuccour lend the pitying powers. 


Till wearied with unnumber'd woes, 
And render'd valiant by deſpair, 

She to the Murtian temple goes 
Perchance her true love tarries there. 


The ancient prieſteſs ſaw well pleas'd, 
The victim ſo long vainly ſought, 

By her diſhevell'd treſſes ſeiz'd, 
And trembling to the Goddeſs brought. 


Then laughing Vexus bids with ſpeed, 
Her handmaids on the pavement throw 
Of all the flowering plants the ſeed 
That in the Heſperian gardens blow, 


And 


And ſhe muſt fort them all before 
The dewfall ſhall the damp graſs ſteep, 
While ſentry at the chamber door 


SOLICITUDE and SORROW keep. 


A little ant the mandate heard, 
The oppreſſive mandate with diſdain ; 
For e*en the weakeſt tis averr'd 


Will on the oppreſſor turn again. 


And inſe& myriads never ceas'd 
Their labors *till the ſetting ſun, 
When Venus riſing from the feaſt, 
With wonder ſaw her hard taſk done. 


XVIII. 
Now roſe, in glory roſe, the morn, 
And Venus bids her captive go 
To yon fair ſtream whoſe currents, borne 
In circling eddies, babbling flow. 


« There 


—-—2 


_- 
* 
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« There grazing the wild ſheep,” ſhe cried, 
« With golden fleeces ſhalt thou ſee, 
* Then from the bright ram's ſhaggy fide, 


« The precious wool bring back to me,” 


Trembling ſhe goes—ſhe gazes round, — 

Say, whence that heavenly voice proceeds, 
That like the ſoft flutes mellow ſound 

Breathes ſweetly through the whiſpering reeds? 


« Fierce while glares the noon- day ſun 
« Thou the dread adventure ſhun, 

« While the ram his rival ſcorns 

« Furious with his jutting horns; 

« But beneath yon plane tree's ſhade 
* In concealment be thou laid, 

6 Till the eve-ſtar pale and fair 

« Glimmers through the miſty air ; 

« Then in ſafety may*ſt thou pull 


« From his fleece the golden wool.” 


Yet 


40 


Yet though this labor ſhe performs, 

| No grace with VEN us can ſhe find, 

Her ſtony heart no pity warms, 
Another trial waits behind. 


XIX. 
« Down from that cloud-capt mountain's brow, - 
lf © never-ceaſing cataract pours, 
* Whoſe feathery ſurges daſh below 
| « In thunder on the Stygian ſhores ; 


« Thou on the dangerous brink muſt ſtand, 
« And dip this goblet in the ſpring: 

„ Deſcending then with ſteady hand 
« The black tranſparent chryſtal bring.” 


Nimbly the mountain ſteep ſhe'd climb 
But thence impervious rocks ariſe, 

Whoſe awful foreheads frown ſublime, 
And lift their bold crags to the ſkies. 


While 
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Th' unopen'd caſket ſhe muſt bring, 
Whoſe weak and fragile ſides entomb 
From beauty's uncreated ſpring 
The eſſence of eternal bloom. 


Fearful and ſad ſhe journey'd on, 
While filence rul'd the midnight hour, 


To where th' unſteady moon-beam ſhone 
Reflected from a ruin'd tower. 


And thence ſhe heard theſe warning notes 
Caroll'd as clear as clear might be, 

Sweet as the mermaid's lay that floats 
Melodious on the charmed ſea. 


« Sunk her ſpirit, whelm'd in woe, 

« Does the royal captive go? 

« Does her heart, oppreſs'd with dread, 
« Shudder to approach the dead ? 


F 2 « Where 
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„ 


« Where the cavern yawns around, 

« Enter there the dark profound: 

« Soon thy path a crippled aſs, 
By a cripple led, ſhall paſs, 

* Fainting they beneath their taſk— 
« 6 aſſiſtance oft will aſk, 

« But in theſe infernal lands 

« Touch not with unhallow'd hands, 
« Cautious thou, without delay 
Onward, onward, ſpeed thy way! 
« In old CyaroNn's creaking boat, 

« Oer the dead ſtream thou muſt float; 
There the livid corſe thou'lt ſee 

ct Stretch his blue-ſwoln hand to thee, 
« Frown thou on his ſuit ſevere, 

6e Mercy were deſtruction here! 

« See thoſe crones that on the left 

« Weave the many-colour'd weft, 

« See them, how they this way wend 


« Aſking thee thy aid to lend, 
But 
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« But in theſe infernal lands 

« Touch not with unhallow'd hands, 
© Cautious thou, without delay _ 

« Onward, onward, ſpeed thy way ! 
« Dipt the ſop in Hydromel 


* Charm the three-neck'd dog of Hell; 


Then from her imperial ſeat 

“ Thee the ſhadowy queen ſhall greet, 
« Shall for thee the feaſt prepare 

« Thou that feaſt refuſe to ſhare, 

% But upon the pavement ſpread 

* Take the black and mouldy bread— 
« By the queen ſoon ſet at large, 

« Back now bear thy precious charge : 
« Over all, thy curious mind 

« In the chains of prudence bind, 
Nor the ſtrict command infringe, 
« Move not thou the golden binge! 

« Gladſome then without delay 


« Onward, onward, ſpeed thy way!“ 


XXI. 
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| XXI . 
— She? has ſeen the ſecrets of the deep, 
And through o'er-whelming horrors paſt, 
How her recovering pulſes leap, | 
To hail the day-ſtar's gleams at laſt ! 


« Do I then bear eternal bloom 
« Alone to make my tyrant ſhine ? 
« No rather let its tints illume | 
« Theſe wan and woe-worn cheeks of mine : 
« And I will revel in the rays 
« Of beauty in the caſket hid. 
Alas! no beam of beauty plays 
- Delightful from the lifted lid! 
But from the empty caſket ſprang 
Of Stygian fogs the baleful breath, 
And heavy o'er her blanch'd frame hang 
The damp unwholeſome dews of Death. 


XXII. 


(41, 


While horrid voices howl around, 
« Fly! ſwiftly fly! - Forbear, forbear l“ 
Vaſt ſtones, with heart-appalling ſound, 


Are hurl'd into the groaning air. 


And on the right, and on the left, 
Four ever-watchful dragons fly, + 
Flame-breathing through each dizzy cleft, 
Their long and flexile necks they ply. 


Though beauty's queen no pity feels, 
The bold rapacious bird of Jove | 
His ſuccour to the afflicted deals, 


In reverence to the God of Love. 


He ſees her blaſled hopes expire, 
He leaves the liquid fields of light, 
And whirling round in many a gyre 


Majeſtic wings his rapid flight, 


7 High 


High o'er the dragons he will tower, 
Updarting through the azure air, 

And high above the ſtony ſhower 
The bowl his crooked talons bear. 


Now to the grateful maid he brings 
The ſparkling waters bright and clear, 

Then ſpreads again his ample wings, 
And ſoaring quits this nether ſphere. 


| XX. 
Can beauty no compaſſion know ? 
Sure Mercy muſt her bright beams dart, 
And piercing through thoſe hills of ſnow, 
Melt een the adamantine heart! 


Ah no! by VENVUs' ſtern command 
Ps YE to PROSERPINE is ſped: 

Shivering ſhe ſeeks the dreary land, 
The ſun-leſs manſions of the dead. 
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| XXII. 
The fields of nature to deform 
Not always drives the furious blaſt, 
And ſhall Misfortune' s moral ſtorm, 
Meek Virtue's ſufferings, ever laſt? 


” 6 


Cue1p, with downcaſt, humbled mien, 

Has to the TnuNnDERER breath'd his care, 
Th' almighty Father ſmil'd ſerene, 

And granted his adorer's prayer. 


Now flies he joyful to her aid, 
| He gently rais'd her falling head, 
With his bright arrow touch'd the maid, 
And rous'd her from her cheerleſs bed. 
He animates anew her charms, : 
Warm o'er her breathes the light of love, 
Then bears her in his circling arms, 
And ſtands before the throne of Jovs. 


But 
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But on the Sovereign of the ſkies 
What fleſhly optics dare to gaze ? 
And Psycus with ayerted eyes 
Shrinks trembling from th' exceſſive blaze: 


Till, HERE raiſing to her lips 
Th' ambroſial Goblet foaming high, 
Wrapt in extatic trance ſne ſips 


The fount of ImmorTALITY! 


Purpled with roſes dance the Hours, 
The Graces ſcattering odours play, 
And crown'd with never-fading flowers 
The Muſes hymn the jocund lay. 


And ſoon to bleſs the faithful pair, 
A little daughter ſmiling came, 
Belov'd by all, divinely fair, 
And PLEASURE was the infant's name, 
1 0059 


Finis. 


